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Author's Notes: 

In keeping with the latest in bizarre AUs no one asked for, | give you the Medieval Monastery AU! James is a 
sad disgraced royal, David is a golden retriever, it is what it is. This one is short, but the next part is coming 
soon. 

"Are you planning to stay?" 

The other novice smiled too much. It made James want to hate him. 


"It's not as if | have much of a choice," James muttered. 


David's- James refused to call him "brother-" smile faltered. "Oh? Well, neither did | , | suppose. It isn't so bad 
here, though, you'll find yourself feeling at home soon!" 


He was shorter than James and had to half-jog to keep up with him (despite the fact that David was supposed 
to be the one giving this grand tour). 


"Doubt that," James said, too quietly for David to hear- or if he had heard, he didn't acknowledge it. 
David went on chattering, pointing out this garden and that, a fenced yard full of chickens, a stable. 


Occasionally he'd wave in greeting to clusters of tonsured monks who ranged in age from nearly dead to 


younger than either James or David. 

Those who were barely more than children made James a bit sad, but the old ones made his skin crawl. He 
wondered how long they'd lived this way, shut off from everything and everyone save for each other. It 
wasn't as if they'd been born there, and he couldn't help but wonder what they'd left behind, or been taken 
from. 


His hair clung to his neck with sweat despite the chill air, and David noticed, brow knitted. 


"Are you all right? Here, sit down by the well" David drew up a bucket of cool water and scooped some out, 


offering it to James who took it begrudgingly. 

"Small sips, don't make yourself sick" 

"| think | know how to drink water," James snapped, relishing the wounded look in David's big hazel eyes. 

"Of course,” David nodded, sitting down beside James. "I just.. | know how it feels to be overwhelmed, that's all." 


James grunted in reply. David had been a farm boy, that much James knew. Probably the last of too many 
mouths to feed, starved for attention but already accustomed to taking life's punches. 


‘Ive been here a year," David said, picking at a blade of grass. 
"Good for you." 


David carried on. "It was hard at first, but it does get better, really. Its pretty out here, and | help compose 
the choir music. You'll be doing the same thing, | think. You're a musician, right?" 


James shrugged. He wished David would stop talking, leave him be. "Here and there," he allowed. 
David grinned. "Then you'll take right to it, lim sure. Come on, I'll show you to our room" 


James sighed, certain he'd rather share a cell with Satan himself. 


"Cell" was an appropriate word. The room was smaller than James’ wardrobe at home, and the thought made 


his stomach twist with longing. 


There were two small beds- cots, really- a window, and a pair of writing desks. The second bed and desk had 


clearly been shoved in recently, and there was hardly enough room for two people to stand. 

"I know it isn't what you're used to," David said softly. 

James shrugged, too drained to come up with another insult. His father had sent a fair amount of gold coins to 
the monastery along with his youngest son, and James had naively hoped it would afford him at least a few 


comforts. 


Of course not, he thought. He wasn't the son of a noble here. The money was payment for taking him off his 
father's hands. He'd known this on some level, but now the truth of it laid heavy on his shoulders. 


David's hand joined it. For once, he seemed at a loss for words. 


James didn't pull away. "Thanks for the water." 


Author's Notes: 
Exposition... up your ass idk 


David was quiet while he slept, too. James stared at him for lack of anything else to do, hoping the gentle rise 


and fall of someone else's sleeping body would convince his own to call it a night. 
So far it hadn't worked. 
David was curled up on his side, the wool blanket bunched around him like a cocoon. 


His reddish hair was down to his lower back, wavy and sun-bleached. Novices dressed plainly, but the brutal- 


looking crown of thorns haircut didn't become mandatory until vows had been taken. 


James took some comfort in that. He was partial to long hair himself, generally. But his scalp still ached from 


where his father had yanked it, dragging him from his bed. 


He hadn't been alone. His bedmate had been small and greenish eyed as well- the coincidence wasn't lost on 


him- and James hoped his father had been distracted enough that Lars had gotten home safely. 


Lars. The name was completely foreign to James’ tongue, and the man had laughed at James' completely failed 
attempts to pronounce his surname. He'd been brought from Denmark as a child by a more liberal set of 


parents than James' own, parents who wouldn't have dreamed of locking him away for an indiscretion. 


"Indiscretion" was the word James’ father used to the brothers. "Disgrace" was the one he used to James’ 


face as he spat in it. 


James didn't cry. He'd looked his father in the eye with the same stoic, seething expression he'd perfected as a 
teenager. He'd given up on his father years ago, and betrayal wasn't the right word for this. He was angry, 
yes- enraged, really- but not surprised. There was no need to marry him off at this point. Better for his 
father to forget he'd ever existed, or tell those who asked that he'd taken on a religious life willingly, out of 


devotion. 


He wished he could sleep. He wished he could feel something other than numb, aching anger. He wanted to cry, 


to tear at his hair and kick the wall and scream. 


He didn't. Instead he curled tighter into himself and closed his eyes, breathing deeply. The blanket was 
surprisingly soft and clean, though he supposed that made sense. What else was there to do other than prayer 
and laundry, he thought dryly. He imagined his hands raw with lye and scrubbing, unable to pick up an 


instrument much less press the strings. 


He shivered. David's promised occupation sounded much better, but he still ached for his guitar. There were no 
instruments here, from what he'd seen. James hadn't been to Mass since he was sixteen, nearly a decade, but 
he vaguely remembered hearing that some sects forbid music other than singing. His voice had never lent 
itself well to praise or worship. He wasn't sure he'd ever believed in God, but was certain he didn't believe in 


one who kept him from his music. 


He liked his voice well enough. Lars had called it beautiful more than once, which had always made James' 


chest swell with pride and something he couldn't identify. 


"Pride is a sin," he murmured aloud, bitter. David stirred in his bed and James cursed himself as the latter 


rolled to face him. 


"Maybe, maybe not," David's voice was sleepy. "Everyone has pride. God wouldn't make us good at anything if 


we were not meant to appreciate it" His grin was lopsided, and James felt his anger fade. 


"Hm. Go back to sleep, that wasn't meant for you." James covered his eyes with an outstretched arm, dreading 


the sunrise. He wondered if everyone could read him so well. 


Author's Notes: 
Surprise binch (no but I've had writers’ block rip) 


The abbot was a tall man. He stood eye to eye with James, who refused to avert his gaze. David stood at 
James’ side, staring hard at the stone floor. 


The abbot cleared his throat. “Tell me then, child Had you a purpose for the ink greater than its intended use? 


Please, | must know if | am to share your stroke of brilliance with your brothers." 

James smirk fell away as David spoke up. 

"He was- he was going to bring it back, he only wanted to add an illumination to the hymnal in his spare time. 
A surprise!" David was smiling again, looking for all the world like one of the damned cherubs decorating their 


prayer books. 


James was not shocked by that. He'd grown accustomed to that smile in the month they'd spent working 
together, maybe even a little fond of it. 


He WAS shocked by the fact that David of the serene smile and faith in God was lying through his teeth, and 


to a priest no less. 
The abbot raised his white brow. "Is that so?" 
David nodded quickly and James followed suit. "Yes," James agreed. "Sorry." 


The abbot cleared his throat. "Very well. You had only to ask, my son. | expect to see this project by week's 
end." 


He handed David the inkpot without question, and James had to stop the shocked expression from washing over 
his face. Then they were dismissed. 


"Lying is absolutely asin" James smiled slightly as David closed their cell door behind him. 


"And a gift," David ran his hands through his hair and sat down heavily next to James. "Something to be proud 
of, some would say. And it isn't as if- | mean, | don't lie about big things, you see." 


"| see. | can't draw, you know," James mused. "Not well, anyway." 
y yway 


"Its the thought that counts." 


He didn't ask about the ink and paper's true purpose, though he must have seen James beginning the letter. 
He'd stopped halfway through, hiding the parchment under his bed. It was useless to try, he knew- but he 
couldn't bring himself to dispose of it. 


"|. | was going to write to a friend. Didn't consider that I'd have no way of getting it to him, not until halfway 
through wasting the paper. | won't leave here, | know that." He closed his eyes and rubbed at his temples. "He 


is.. | wanted him to know where | am, if only to stop him from worrying." 


"I see. He means a great deal, then?" David continued hastily, seeing James’ brow furrow. 


| have- had- I'm sure you understand.. though he's lost to me, I'm afraid" 


David's cheeks turned pink. James stared at David for a moment, feeling as if the man had at last come into 


focus. He cleared his throat. 
‘'m sorry. What was he like?" 


David smiled wanly. "Tall, like you. Red hair, redder than mine. Lovely." He studied the ceiling beams, lost in the 


memory. "He married soon after | arrived here. He's happy, | think" 


James winced at the pain in David's eyes. 

"And | want him to be happy," David continued. "I want him to forget me. | believe that if he does, | can forget 
him." 

James shook his head. "He won't. He can't. You are.. not an easy person to forget" He half smiled at David. 


"Anyway, no one forgets love. Christ knows | can't." 


He felt David's hand upon him for the second time, and again he felt it impossible to move away. He was warm, 


James rationalized. The room was cold. 


But there was no explaining away the gentle kiss David pressed to his knuckles. "You're memorable yourself. 


Finish your letter, you're wasting daylight" 


He left James to sit frozen in the afternoon sunlight pouring through the window, skin tingling. 


